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comment or delay then, let us turn the said facile pen loose
upon the reader:                                                           -<

A LEGEND OF WHITE-BEAR LAKE

Every spring, for perhaps a century, or as long as there has
been a nation of red men, an island in the middle of White-
bear Lake has been visited by a band of Indians for the purpose
of making maple-sugar.

Tradition says that many springs ago, while upon this island,
a young warrior loved and wooed the daughter of his chief,
and it is said, also, the maiden loved the warrior. He had again
and again been refused her hand by her parents, the old chief
alleging that he was no brave, and his old consort called him
a woman!

The sun had again set upon the "sugar-bush," and the bright
moon rose high in the bright blue heavens, when the young
warrior took down his flute and went out alone, once more to
sing the story of his love; the mild breeze gently moved $lr
two gay feathers in his headdress, and as he mounted on the
trunk of a leaning tree, the damp snow fell from his feet heav-
ily. As he raised his flute to his lips, his blanket slipped from
his well-formed shoulders, and lay partly on the snow beneath.
He began his weird, wild love song, but soon felt that he was
cold, and as he reached back for his blanket, some unseen hand
laid it gently on his shoulders; it was the hand of his love, his
guardian angel. She took her place beside him, and for the
present they were happy; for the Indian has a heart to love,
and in this pride he is as noble as in his own freedom, which
makes him the child of the forest. As the legend runs, a large
white bear, thinking, perhaps, that polar snows and dismal
winter weather extended everywhere, took up his journey south-
ward. He at length approached the northern shore of the lake
which now bears his name, walked down the bank, and made
his way noiselessly through the deep heavy snow toward trK
island. It was the same spring ensuing that the lovers met. They
had left their first retreat, and were now seated among ti^
branches of a large elm which hung far over the lake. (The